
WOES OF BELGIUM PICTURED BY GREAT RUSSIAN DRAMATIST
Leonid Andreyev's Play, Soon Ap-'- f

pear in Book Form, a Great Dra
ma tic Work Inspired by the War.

Leonid Andreyev, the famous
tits written a play on the woes of Belgium. One of the scenes was,

I published in "The Sunday Sun" last December. The play will he
' brought out in book form next month by the Macmillans under the

title of "The Sorrows of Belgium." It is considered the most impor-- v

ttrtt dramatic work thus far inspired by the war in Europe. The most
I striking and. characteristic parts of the play are published here for the
I first time in an English version.
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SCBNF. I.
HK action take place In Bel- -

glum, at the beginning of the
war of 1914. The scene rep-

resent a garden nenr the villa
of Emll Orelleu. Beyond the tops
of low trees are ieen the outlines
of the red roofs of the houses In the
mall town. There the people already

know about the war; there the church
bells are ringing uneasily, while
in the garden there Is still peace.

OA
Maurice You don't understand any-

thing! Shouts) They have entered
Belgium!

Francois Who hn- S- entered Bel-Slu-

Maurice They the P r i ss I a n s.
Can't you understand? HV war'
War! Imagine what will happen.
Pierre wilt have to po. and o will
I go. I will not slay hero under any
clmimstance?.

Francois Madmen! I am "0 year
eld. I nm TO years otJ. ana they
want mo to Ixllevo a story about
t'riuslans. Noni-ense- , tney are crazy:
Prussians ! Rut It Is true that I

don't hear nnythlnK. P.lslnR, he list-

ens attentively. No. not a
Or do I hear somethlnR? Oh. the
dovll take. It! 1 can't hear a sound.
Impossible! No. no. Impo'slble! Hut
what Is thnt? How could I believe
that In this calm slty In this calm

The din of battle Is prowltif;. Tran-eoi- a

listens npaln and hears it. Sud-

denly ho throws down the scirsors and
is selr.ed with a fcellnB of terror. He
raises his hands.

I hear It. No. No. Now I don't
hear a yound. Oh. Uod. itlvc me the
power to hear!

Ho tries aKain to catch the (lectins
sounds, his head ben:, his ne.-- tut-- ,

stretched. His h.ilr dishevel1 . be
looks terrified. Suddenly, by t, r.

effort, he hears the tolllnu of the ;

bells and voices full of despair. He
retreats and rales his band apain.l

Mv Ood! They are tolling! Thf.v
are crylnp! War! What war? what
war? Bh. who Is there who Is

shoutlns "War!"?
The sound of the bells and the cries

prow louder. Bmll Clrelleu appears,
walklnff quickly In the alley.

Kmil Urclleu What nr? you shoitt-In-

Krancols? Whero Is Maurice?
No 0110 Is In tho houe.

IVancol- s- Is It war?
Rmll (JrelliMi Ye.s. yes: It Is war.

Tl,a iri.Ml,inB Imve entered Ueislum. '

Hut you don't heir anything.
FrancolH. painfully trylnn to catch j

the sounds -- I heHr. I hear; are they;
'.

r;mil ureneu iney arr kuuuk
The Prussians have entered Uelglum.
Whero Is Maurice'.'

Fr.mcols Hut, Monsieur Bmll but,
monsieur, what Prussians? Pardon
me; I am TO years old and I lost my
rne of hearing long ago. Weeps.

t. It really n war?
Bmll Orelleu- - -- Ye-j, It Is a real war.

I can't understand It either. Hut tho'
fighting hat. already commenced. 1 j

....,nn(1 ;.

J rancois- -ie . me. min, , w--

me about i: 1 believe you ps believe
Ood. Tell me; can hear you. Aro
they killing?

F.mll Orelle'u It Is war! What
horror. Francois. It Is very hard to
inderstand It yes, very hard.

Frowns nnd rubs his high, pale
forehead nervously.

Fr.incoiH, bent, weeps, his head shnk-n- ?

And the Howe'nV mr llowers?
Bmll Orelli'ii, absentmlndedly Our

flowers? Don't cry, Francois ah,
what In that?

The tolling of the bells subsides.
The crying nnd the shouting of tho
crowd changes Into it harmonious vol-

ume of sounds somebody Is hailed In
the distance, or nn Important an-

nouncement must have been made
there.

Bmll Orelleu, absentmlndedly Our i

people are expecting the King there-
in Is on the way to Liege! Yea,
yes

Silence. Buddenly there 1b a sound
like the crash of thunder. Then II

ehnges Into a song the crowd Is
Inging the clglan hymn.

BCENB II.

mll Orelleu, thoughtfully Yes,
yea. But perhaps It Is not necessary

cry. Do you think, Pierre, that I
"hould not You think, Pierre,
that I, Bmll Orelleu, must not kill
under any circumstances and at any
'.me?

Pierre, softly I dare not touch
upon your conscience, father,

Bmll Orelleu Yes, that Is a terrible
question for a man, I must kill,
Pierre. Of course, I could take your
gun, but not fire no, that would
nave been disgusting, a sncrlleglnus
nenentlnn!

When my humble people are
to kill, who am 1 that I should

keep my hands clean? That would
been a disgusting cleanliness,

Pierre. My humble nation did not de-

sire to kill, but It wan forced, and It
has become n murderer. Then, I, ion,
must become a murderer, together
With my nation.

to
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Russian novelist and rlrnmatHct.

Upon whoso shoulders will I place
tho sin upon tho shoulders of our
youths tind chl'.drcn? No, Pierre. And
If ever thi' Higher Conscience of the
world will cnll my dear people to tno
terrible accounting. If It will call oil
and Muur.ce, my children, and will
cay to you! "What Imve you don ?
You have murdered!" I will come
forward ami wl!l say: "First you
must Judge tnf : I have also murdered

you know that I am an hon-a- t

man!"
Pierre sits motionless, his face cov-- -
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Ruins of Ypres, with the

ered with his hands, Bnter .lea i to.
unnoticed.

Pierre, uncovering his face- - Hut
joii must not die! You have no
right

Bmll Ore!!eu. loudly and with era- -
tempt Ah, death!

They notice Jeanne, and grow si-

lent, Jeanne sits down and speaks In
tile; sumo tone of strange, almost
cheerful calm.l

.teanne -- Bmll, she is hfre apaln.
.mu Circllcti Y's? She is e

nmiln. Whero has she been the list
tno nights?

Jeanne She does not know her."lf.
Bmll. her dress nnd her hands were In
blood.

Bmll Orelleu She Is wounded?
Jeanne No, It Is not her own blood,

nnd by the color I could not tell whose
blood It Is. I

Pierre Who Is that, mother?
J'tinne A girl, .lust a girl. She's

i ItiKune. Now have combed her hair

,.,,,.., understand that you
want to go

Bmll Orelleu Yes.
Jennne Whero your children nrc,

Bmll?
Bmll Orelleu Yrs. Pierre has

me and finds that I can enter
the ranks.

Jeanne- - You Intend to go ?
Bmll Orelleu-- - Yes.
Jeanne- - You cannot manage it to-

day. Pierre, you have only an hour
nnd a half left.

Silence.
err Mamma! Tell him that he

must not forgive me, father! that
he should not go. Isn't that true,
mother? Tell him! Hn has given to
the nation his two sons what more
should he do? He has no right to
'lo mere.

.leaiuiw i- in-lit:-
.

Ierrc Yes his life. You love him,
yon. yourself, would die If ho wero
killed tell him that, mother!

Jeanne Yes; I love him. I love
you too.

Pierre- - Oh, what nre we. Miiurlcs
and I? Hut he' Jii6t they have
no right to destroy temples in war
to burn libraries, Just ns they havo no
right to touch the eternal, no ho he
has no right to die, I am speaking
not as your son, no; but to kill Bmll
Orelleu that would be worse than to
burn Ixxiks.

Listen to me! You have brought
mo Into this world. Isten to me
although I nm young nnd should be
silent listen to me! They have

robbed u. They hnvo deprived
of our Innd nnd of the nlr; they

havo deprived ua of our treasures
which have been created by the genliii
of our people, nnd now wo would cunt
into their Jaws our best men!

What does thnt mean? What will
remain of us? Let them kill us all,
let our land be turned Into a wastu
desert, let nil living creatures be
burned tn denth, but ns king he
lives Belgium is nllve! nut what is
Belgium without him? Oh, do not be
nllent, mother) Tell him I

I SUtnoe. ....' alia.
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Cathedral tower in flames.

Bmll Ure.uu somewhat sternly
t'oltii yoiir."Hjf. Pietre'

.I'.inne Ye 'tenia y I - no, Pierre,
that Isn't what I wan going to iv -- I

don't know anything about It. How
could I ktiJWV Hut yesterday I It Is
hnru to get vegetables, anil even bread
here-- so I went to town, but for some
reiu-o- we w nt not In that direction, i

but n urer Ihe Held of battle How
strange It is-- thnt vt found ourselves
there' And theic I saw tlvm com-
ing

Bmll Orelleu Wh in?
Jeanne--ou- r mldlrr- -. They were

coming from there-- whero the battle
raged for four day.". There were not
many of them about a hundred or
two hundred, Hut we all there were .

many people In the streets wo all
stepped back to the wall In order to
make way for them.

Bmll, Just think of it. how strange!
They did not see us, and we would
have b-- eti In their way! They were
liliu'k fi-i- smoke, from mud. from
rtrl(l(j ,lim,j nn, tM,,y w..rp nwnylng
from fatigue.

They wero all thin, ns
Hut that Is nothing, that Is all nothing.

I
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!.f doc not iielong to m-s- . t

I am nlv.nv f:ir away, not here I nm
:ilwaii wheie 1 am not.

You thin!: of finding me among the
'ivlng, while I nm dend: you are afraid

f ilud.ng mo in dath. mute, cold,
inninc it ti decav. while 1 live and sine i

aloud from my ttrave. The death which
makes people mute, which leaves the
uipr'nt of sllT.ce upon the bravest

l.ps rortoren the voice to the poet. )

n. id. 1 sneal. more loudlv than
i.lw He u. I nm alive' Am 1' .lust
lilnk of It. mv lioy, IVrrv, mn I to

'ear death when in my most persistent
, c.ir nt s 1 could not llnd the Iwtin- - ,

.Inry between life and denth, when In ,

my fnell!"gs I mix life and death Into
nlh an two strong, rare kinds of
wln? Just think of It, my loy.
Pler-e- !

Silence. Bmll Gtelleu looks nt his
son. smiling. Pierre his covered his
face with It's hands. The woman Is

calm. She turns her eyes
from her weeping son to her hus-
band.

Pierre, uncovering his face For-
give me, father!

Jeanne Take this rose. Plrre. an 1

when It f.ide.t and falls apart tear
down another rose It will hove the
cimo odor ns tills one. You nre a fool-

ish little boy, Pierre, but I am also
.'oollsh. although Bmll Is so kind that
'.io thinks Will you be In

the K.inie regiment, Bmll?
Bmll Orelleu No, hnrdly, Jeanne.
Pierre Father. It Is better that we

if tn the same regiment. I will ar-
range It, father will you permit me?
And I will tench you how to march
You know, I am going to be your su-

perior officer.
Bmll Orelleu, milling -- Very well.
Jeanne, go"s, singing In a low

voice "Only the halo of the arts Is
crowning law, liberty nnd the King."
Who Is thnt? Ah. you! Iok. llerre,
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Belgians The bread line in

here Is the girl you wished to see.
Oomo i ., cornn In, my dear child!
Don'' hi- - fn.d como !n! You know
him; t1'.'. ' mv ifb-inrt- . He Is a very

ood mn:. and will do you no harm.
And thl is my son. Pierre. Give him
your hand.

A girt enters, she is frail, very
pale and biautlful. She wears a black
dr'-s- . her nalr Is combed neatly and
. h- - is modest In her demeanor. Her
eyes reli.c fright nnd sorrow. She

followed by the chambermaid.
Mvitin a kind, elderly woman in

v'-lt"- " cap, fcy Mme. Henrietta and
.i'--

. t;f- -r woman In service of the
f!re!leu !iouphold. They stop at the
threshold and wntch tho girl curiously.
Tho !d'-'v woman !s weeping as she
looks at her.

stretching forth her hand to
Pierre Oh. that is a soldier! Be so
kind, soldier, tell me how to go to
Lontu. I hae Jos' my way.

Pierre confuted I do not know
Mademoiselle.

Olr'., looking at everybody mourn-
fully Who knows" It - time for
i'" l" w

Jeanne, cautiously nnd tenderly
ndlng her to a eat Sit down, child,

take a rest, my dear; give your poor
feet a rest. Pierre, her feet nre
wounded, yet she wants to wnlk all
the time,

Blderly Woman I wanted to stop
her. Monsieur Pierre, but It Is impos-
sible to stop her. If wo close tho door
before her the poor girl beats her
head against the walle like a bird In
a. cage. Poor girl!

Dries her tenrs. Francois enters
from the gnrden nnd qccup'.es hlmscir
again with the Mowers. He glances at
the girl from time to time; it Is evident
that he Is making pnlnful efforts to
hear and understand what Is going
on.l

Olrl It Is time for me to go.
Jeanne--H- i st yourself here, my

child' Why should you leave? At
night It Is so terrible on the roads.
There, in the dark nlr. bullets nre buz-
zing Instead of our denr tes; there
wicked people, vicious beasts are
roaming. And there Is no one who
can tell you, for there Is no ono who
knows how to go to Lonua.

Olrl Don't you know how I could
llnd my way to Lonua?

Pierre 'softly) What is "he ask-Ing- ?

Bmll Ore'leu Oh, you may speak

BELGIUM

Malines. fi' f l?er-;t"- "

louder: she can hear ns little as Fran-col- s

She Is asking nbout the village
which the Prussians hnve set on fire.
Her home used to be there now there
aro only ruins and corpses there. Thnre
,s no road thnt le.ids to Ixinua'

Jennne -- Her hands nnd her dress
were bloodstained. She was walking
all night. Take a rest, my little one!
1 will hold you in my arms and you
will feel better and more comfortable,
my little child.

Olrl (softly) Tell me. how can I
llnd my way to Lonua?

Jeanne- - Yes. yes, come' Bmll, I

will go with her to my room; there she
will feel moro comfortable. Come
along, my dear. I'll hold you. Come!

They go out. Tho other women
follow them. Bmll Orelleu nnd Pierre
renaln.

Bmll Orelleu A quiet little
village which no one had noticed be-

forehouses, trees nnd flower... Whero
s It now? Who knows tho way to

thnt little village? Pierre, that Is the
soul of our people roaming nbout In
the watches of the night and asking
the dead how to find their way to
Lonua! Pierre, I cannot endure tt any
longer' I am suffocating from hntred
and nnger' Oh, weep, you Oermnn
nation --bitter will be the fate of your
children, terrlblo wilt be your disgrace
before, the Judgment of the free na-

tions'

SCENB m.
Night. Tho dark filhouette of

Bmll Orelleu's villa stands out In the
background. The gatekeeper's house
's seen nmona- - the trees, a dim Itcht
n the window. At the cast Iron fence
frightened women are huddled to- -
itot'ier. watching tho fire In the dts- -
t nice. An alarming redness hns cov-'ii- d

the sky, only In the zenith the
sky is dark. Tho reflection of the (Ire
falls upon objerts and people, casting
strange shadows against the mirrors
of tho mute and dark villa. The
voices sound mutllefl and timid; there
are frequent pause and prolonged
sighs, Thtee women,

Henrietta My Crod' my Ood! How
tnrrOilt. Ir la Tt 1c Imrt.tnc anil ri1rti.
Inc. and there Is no end to tho tire'

Second Woman Yesterday It was
burning further awny, nnd
tho lire Is nearer. It Is growing
nearer. O Lord'

IlenrlcttA It Is burning and burn-
ing, there Is no end to the tire! To- -
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day the sun Mas covernd In a mlt.

Fourth Woman They have killed
Monsieur. I'Icrre,

Second Woman They hnv killed
him? They have kilted him?

Sllvlna You must not sxvk of III
My (Sod, whlthor should 1 po! 1 can-
not hear this! I cannot understand It!
Weeps toftly.
Fourth Woman They nay there are

twenty millions of them, nnd they
havo already not lartn on fire. Thoy
say they have cannon which can hit a
hundred kilometers away.

Henrietta My Ood, my Ood! And
all that Is comliif! upon us!

Second Woman Merciful Ood, have
pity on us'

Fourth Woman --And they are fiy-Ii- ik

and they are hurling bombs from
nlrshlps terrible ibombs, wlilch de-- I
stroy entire cities! ,

Henrietta -- My Ood' What 'havo
they donu with tho sky! Before, this

ou were alone In the sky, nnd now
those low Prussians nre there too!

Second Woman Before this, when
I my soul wanted rest nnd Joy I looked
I at' the sky, but now there. Is no place
I where a poor soul can look for rest

anil joy:
Fourth Woman They have taken

everything away from our llclplum
even the sky! 1 wish 1 could die at
once! Tnere Is no air to breathe now!

Suddenly frightened. Listen! Don't
ou think that now my husband, my

husband I

Henrietta No, no! I
I

Fourth Woman Why Is tho sky
. reel? What U It thnt Is burning

I there?
Second Woman Have mercy on us,

!o Ood! Tho fire seems to be moving
,o.wnrd us..,'... t...- - j . u. .. I

I muence. 1 ne rraiiniia ui iiic immra
seems to be swaying over the earth.

The fourth scene, which was pub-

lished in The Sunpat Sun, represents
the drnmatlc situation In which the
King of Holglum and tho foremost
Hc!ginn poet decide to break the dams
and Hood their own crmntry rnther
than yield to the Invading army.

SCBNE VI.
The same hourtof night. At the

right, a bridge. In
tho distance a lire Ih burning. From
time to time tho German flashlights
nro eeen across the dork sky. Near
the bridge an automobile in which the
wounded Bmll Orelleu and his son
were carried to Antwerp. Jeanne and
a young physician are with them.
Something has broken down tn the
automobile and a oldter chauffeur Is
bustling about with-- a lantern, trying
to repair It. A distant, dull roaring of
a crowd la heard. Then the crash of
shots resound. Sobs of military
horns. The searchlights are swaying
from side to lde.)

Bmll Orelleu It is they.
Doctor If we dont start In a quar-

ter of an hotrr
Bmll Orelleu In half an hotrr. Doc-to- r.

Maurice --Father, how beautiful and
how terrible It Is! Olve me your
hand, mother.

Jennne What U It?
Maurice I want to kiss tt. Mother,

you have no gloves on'
Jennne What a foolish little ly

you nre. Maurice
Mrvnsleiir Lanclol eald

,H ,n fhrn ,.... fmm now r may
remove my bandage, just tnuis. oi
it, in three days I will be able to
tnko up my gun again! Oh,
who is that? Look! who is that?

All near the automobile assume de-

fensive positions. The chnurfnur and
the doctor drnw their revolver.. A

tlguo appears from the field, npproach- -
I ing from one of tho ditches. . peas- -

i nnt. wounded In the leg, comes up
slowly, leaning upon a cane.

Maurice Who 1 there?
Peasant Our own, our own. And

who are you? Are you going to tho
city? I

Mnurlce- - Yes, we're going to tne
city. Our car hns broken down; we're
repairing It. What are you doing
here?

Pea.ant What am I doing here?
Bxamlnes tho unfamiliar facee curl- -

"""I?' they also look at him atten
tively, by the light of the lantern,

rhiiuffeur Olve me the light'
PeasantsAre you carrying a

wounded man? I nm also woupded,
In my leg. I cannot walk, tt Is very
hard, I must lean on my cane. Ato
you going to tho city'.' I lay there tn
the ditch nnd when I heard you spejik
French I crawled out. My name Is
Jaqular.

Doctor How wero you wounded?
Peasant I was walking In the Held

nnd they shot me. They must hnve
thought I was a rabbit. Laughs

the ,3ml, Jeannell
our

LaughB.

nnd

t nil the lime, wnat is i see-
In sky, eh? How would you ex- -

; plain It?
Bmll Orelleu Sit down near us.
Maurice- - Listen, sit down here. It

seems haven't heard anything.
You must away from here. Do

that dams nre broken?
Do you Tho dams'

Peasant- - The dams?
Maurice Yes. Don't hear the

cries over there? Listen' They are
, crying

Peasant
, Water. be reach-
ing them now; they have
learned of it by this time. I.trten,
It so far, and yet we can hear!

The peasant laughs hoarsely,
Maurice Sit down, right here, the

I Is Inrge. Doctor, help him.
I will hold the lantern.

Ohuuffour. Sit sit
down! Eh'

Doctor, uneasily What Is it? Bad?
Chauffeur, be quick! We can't stay
here! The water Is coming.
should have started out earlier.

Maurice What an af-

fair!
Jeanne, agitated They shot

like a rabbit? Bv you hear, Bmll
they thought a rabbit running'
Did rexemble a rabbit so closely?

(She Inuglis loudly, the peasant
also laughs,

tPesjHint- - i look like a tubWt), Bx- -

aotly like a rabbit,
Jeanne Do hear, Emll? H

says he looks exactly like a rab-
bit! Lauths.

Bmll Orollcu Jeanne!
Maurice Mamma!
Jeanne makes me laufflwlt

seems ao comical to mo that they talc
us for rabbits. And now, what

are we water rats? E4I1, Just
picture to yourself, water rata in an
automobile!

Maurice Mamma!
Jennne No, no, I am not latieThlnff

any more, Maurice. Laugh?. And
what else nro we? Moles? Must we
hide. In the ttround?

Peasant, launhs And now we
must hide In the pround

Jeanne, In tho same tone And they
will remain on ground? Bmll, do
you hear?

Bmll Orelie.ii --My dear! My dear!
to tho doctor Listen,

must do Homoth.ns. Haven't you any-
thing? Listen! Mamma, we are start-it- K

dlrctly, my dear!
Jeanne No, never mind, I am not

laughing any more. How foolish
are! Maurice, 1 simply felt like talk-
ing. 1 was silent too long. I was for-
ever silent, nnd now 1 felt like chat-
tering. Bmll. 1 am not disturbing
with my talk, nm IV Why Ih the water
so quiet, Bmll? It was the King who

"Tho water is silent," was it not?
Hut I should like to seo It roar, crash
like thunder So, 1 cannt,

cannot bear this silence! Ah.
Is It no quiet I cannot bear It!

.. . . .T.. - V. IV W.. M

ieow, pieano nurry up:
Chauffeur Yes, yes! I'm working,

working. We'll start soon.
Jeanne suddenly cries,
But I cannot bear It! I cannot!

fCovers her mout'h with her hands:- 7.sobs. I ennnot!
Maurice Mamma!
Bmll Grelieu All wilt end well,

Jennne, All wit end well, 1 know. I
also feel an you do. But all will end
well, Jennne!

Jeanne sobbing, but calming herself
somewhat I cannot bear It!

Bmll Orelleu All will end well,
Jeanne! Belgium will exist! The
will shine! I am mifferlng, hut I know
this, Jeanne I

Mnurlce Quicker! Quicker!
Chauffeur In a moment, In a mo-

ment. Now It is fixed, in a moment.
Bmll Orelleu, faintly Jeanne!
Jennne Tes, yes, I know.

Forgive me, forgive me, I will
A loud, somewhat hoarse voice of a

girl comes from the dark.
Olrl Tell me how I can find my

way to Ionna!
Bxclnmatlons of surprise.

Maurice Who Is that?
Joanne Bmtl. It Is that girl I

Laughs. .She Is also like a rabbit!
Doctor, grumbles What It, what

Is it Jwho?
Throws the light on girl. Her

dress Is torn, eyes look insanely.
The peasant is laughing.

Peasant Sho Is here again?
Chauffeur Let me have the light!
Doctor Very well!
Olrl, loudly How can I find n&

way to Lonua?
Bmll Orelleu Mnurlce, It Is otres-snr- y

stop her! My Child, myOTilId!
Doctor, you

Chauffeur Put down the Jnntern!
The l take this!

Olrl, shouts Hands off!. No, no,
will not dnre

Mnurlce You can't catcii her
The girl runs awny.

Bmll Orelleu Doctor, must
catch her! will perish "here,
quick

She runs awny. He runs after her
in the dark.

Peasant asked me, too. how tf
go to Ivonun. How am I to know?
Lonua!

The gtrl's voice resounds In the
dark and then she becomes silent. 1

Bmll Orelleu It Is necessary to
catch her! You must do It!

Maurice how, father?
They listen. Silence. Dull crl of

a mob resound. Jennne breiks into
rnutlled laughter.

Maurice, mutters- - --Now he l gone!
Oh, my Ood!

Chauffeur, triumphantly Take your
seats' Bendy!

Maurice Hut the doctor Isn't heie.
Oh, my Ood' Father, what shall we
do now'

Chauffeur Let us cnll him. Bh?
Maurlci the chaulfour call:

"Doctor' Bh' Lnnglol!"l
Chauffeur, angrily I must deller

Monsieur Orelleu. nnd I will deller
him. Tnko your seats!

Mnurlce shouts Lnngloi' I V

fnlnt echo in distance. Come!
Dootor' The resonse Is ne.iier.l

did not catch her.
You cannot cntch her. She asked
too, nbout the road to Iinua. 11

insane. Laugh. 1 There are many

Mautica Oh, will he he here
Mother, dear, we'll start In a momniii !

Jeanne Yen, yes, we'll start In .

moment! But don't understand
anything. Where am we? Why such
a dream, why such a dream? 1 enr't

Who hns come? My

bend Is aching. Who come 7

Why It
A voice from the darkness, qu te

near.l
Jeanne, frightened- - --Who Is shout-

ing? What a strnngo dream, nh.it a
terrible, terrible, terrible &mvr.
Where is Pierre?

Mnur1ce Mother !

Jeanne I cannot' (Lnwering her
voice, I cannot- - wh are you tortur-
ing mo? Where Is Pierre?

Bmll Orelleu-- - He Is dend, Jranno!
Jennne- - - No'
Bmll Orelleu -- He is dead. .lenninv

Hut I swenr to you b Ood, Jeanne' --

Belgium Will live. Weep, cry. yon ale
a mother I mn .ilso crying with you
Hut I swe.ir by Oud: Belgium
Uve! Ood hns given me the light to
see and 1 can see, sniigs will resounfl
here, Jeanne'

A spring will come here, din
trees will be ."niri-- l w t'i blossoms I
swe.ir I i " "" x wl11 "1
invered w th !' " ' mothers
w i t iir. s, . ' ' ' ' i'"1 Hie siin:,,,., ' P'lli ilieir

t Bolden haired l.ulu liuius, Jeanne!

whtrnvi i ii"--) '" '"""lUge her now.
I was a rnbhlt. What Is news, GrMn imploringly
gentlemen? Is Belgium ost? jo;tnnfti,ut i cannot. Bmll. What

Bh? Is our Belgium lost? , ,t? 1 cawlol understand. What is
Maurice- - Don't you know? u, nr w7 My (!ortt i rion t
Peasant- - What can I know? I lay ' nMull anything. I uivi to under- -

there looked at the sky that s oil mAn(li t to understand, hut
I know. Did you wntch the sky? , bq where Is Pierre? FinuH
Just look nt It; I have looking whore is Pierre?
nt mat
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